CHAPTER III
The Few Who Saved the Many
The dead folk praise the live men
That fling to death its lie;
At cloistral window, comforted
With pageantries of sky.
The idle saints sit lauding God
Seeing the pennons fly
As the paladins, the young men,
Swing proudly past to die.
A Song of the Young and the Old
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The New Riders to the Sea
The paladins, the young men, the Tew' of whom Mr.
Churchill spoke, the few to whom so much is owed
by so many: the airmen who met and mastered the
Nazi onslaught in the air: men of many nations
but mainly of British stock: the men who man the
fighter, bomber and coastal squadrons of the Royal
Air Force* We who live on the perimeter of London
think most of the fighters, but the crews of the
bomber and reconnaissance machines are paladins,
too. We see the fighters, the Spitfires and Hurri-
canes, winging their way above our heads, nine, ten,
a dozen or more of them, perhaps several squadrons,
flying thousands of feet high, making for the coast
before the sirens sound, returning when the 'Raiders
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